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drum-fire of savage intensity. "What the devil's that?" I asked an officer.
"Rocket ships," he said tersely. "Look, there's one of them." A craft, low in the water and about our size, passed us with bank upon bank of rocket projectors on its deck, the latest plaything of civilised man.
A distinguished scientist recently told me that he inspected the German defences in Normandy after our rocket bombardment and found only slight damage. I saw little evidence of damage on the Riviera from them, but they certainly look and sound terrifying in action.
I am reminded of the Duke of Wellington. Whatever the enemy may think of them, by God they frightened me.
Small landing craft, packed with Americans sitting tense and glum, now passed us in line heading for the shore. A gentle swell had developed, and it washed alongside masses of pamphlets, addressed to the French people but accidentally delivered to Father Neptune. A fog of smoke was half obscuring the rising sun. The bombardment continued, in desultory fashion, but we could not see any of the shells landing. Presumably it was an inland barrage to prevent the enemy from bringing up reinforcements.
Signals began to arrive revealing the progress of the landings. It appeared that our sector was the most southerly. The first reports said: " Two waves touched down on time. Little opposition. Right flank of beach heavily mined." By ten o'clock, when the sea had subsided to a flat calm and shone with a metallic lustre in the brilliant sunshine, we received another signal: "All landings going very well; light resistance."
I was chafing with impatience and frustration, and also felt a sense of shame at the sight of those sinuous processions of landing craft. One of them, returning empty, flashed a signal to us: " Got ashore O.K. but heavy machine-gunning" —a somewhat different story. What was my usefulness if I could not send any news back, I wondered? Another landing craft glided past, with two corpses on its deck and some wounded, bound for a hospital ship. Yet another one, returning empty from the shore, came alongside for some unexplained reason. We were invited to go aboard and helpuslvn suppressing their excessive energy thiabout the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
